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or rather to see others fish, for I never could
catch a fish. The best of it is, that they
make by the seaside an excellent soup for
those who like oil and garlic. I suppose
you count yourself among them.

CCLXVIL

PALACE OF COMPIEGNE,
November 16, 1863, at night.
DEAR friend, since my arrival here, I have
led the agitated life of an impressario. I
have been an author, an actor, and a theatri-
cal manager. We played with success a
play, somewhat immoral, the subject of
which I shall relate to you at my return.
We have had magnificent sky-rockets, and a
woman who wanted to see them too closely
was killed. We have had long walks. I
shall remain in Paris until the first days of
December and then return to Cannes, which
I left in bloom. It is impossible to imagine
anything more beautiful than its fields of jes-
samine and of tuberoses. You write to me so
laconically that you never reply to my ques-
tions. You have a way of doing only whatthey were not highly praised.
